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A Dialogue between au ancient Cirizen's Horſe and a Country Plow-man's as ches 
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Between an old Engliſh Nag. and. PO Horſe, But if you had ſen us before {<p our 
Ne'er wonder my friends if plain Engliſh they ſpeak . You ſay times was mended with this ſtupied thief 
For in Old e#ſop's time Horſes talk'd heat hen greek For 1 fed on Oats and his Worſhip on Beaf. 


1 London late happen'd a pleaſant Diſcourſe, We came from a poor little Town 4 
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King Charles's black Nag being tired of the Town &+- ah Pox I remember that Name, 
From fam'd Charing-Croſs oneEvening camedown His Grand-fir I think was the- . 
And trotting, along to the Fields for freſh Air, My good-natur'd Maſter poor Man was undone; 
He ſpy'd a ſtrapge Beaſt up ia „(By helping this beggarly horſe to a home. 
Marching up he moſt civily greeted the Steed, Says Charles's black Nag be rnled by me, | 
But ſoon found he was not of true Engliſh breed To Tyburn you are now in the right war, 5 
And the Rider he thought a much more awcurd So carry him thither and there let him ſwing, 
For he leok'd like aClown but was dreſt like aKing(thing Or elſe pack him home FS AE ain 


The Charing-Croſs Nag thus began brother Pad Put on his bob Whig piſs-burnt with the weather 
*Tis cnough ſure to make any mortal Horſe mad, And his grogerum Coat in which he come hither 
To fee fuch a Rider beſtride a poor Horſe, With his — ja his hand he will look very ſmart 
Were you hag riden ſhure you had been no worſe And ſo drive him back in an old Turnip Cart. 


Said the poor harmleſs Beaſt my hard lot 1 muſt From fam'd Charing Croſs they would fain have mt 


I with [ had never feen — ov V3I390 (bear In room of a Hero they d put up 4 Clown, 4 down, 
But this wretch on my back has a proverb beſide But ſtill my old Maſter | hope will we ſtride, - 
Set a Begpar on Horſe. back to the devil he'll ride. When the Devil away fo +x- — 154 


But could the — ever think it would he worth But left This ad vice for the good of the =— 
To build ſuch place H their while, You'll neer find this brvte worth your care 


| You ſeem to have brought him ſo many long mile So geeing in-wrath he marelyt back to bis 
Aud ſet up a Figure the Eroes for to cure, $0 let him go to Grafs and the man have his Mare 
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